POEMS FROM ARCADIA

For etc that either had his purpose done,
Behold (beholding well it doth deserve),
They saw a maid who thitherward did run
To catch a sparrow which from her did swerve,
As she a black-silk cap on him begun
To set, for foil of his milk-white to serve.
She chirping ran; he peeping flew away;
Till hard by them both he and she did stay.

Well for to see, they kept themselves unseen,
And saw this fairest maid of fairer mind,
By fortune mean, in Nature born a queen,
How well apaid she was her bird to find;
How tenderly her tender hands between
In ivory cage she did the micher bind;
How rosy moistened lips about his beak
Moving, she scem'd at once to kiss and speak.

Chastened but thus, and thus his lesson taught,
The happy wretch she put into her breast,
Which to their eyes the bowls of Venus brought,
For they seem'd made even of sky metal best,
And that the bias of her blood was wrought:
Betwixt them two the peeper took his nest,
Where snugging well he well appear'd content,
So to have done amiss, so to be shent.

This done, but done with captive-killing grace,
Each motion seeming shot from Beauty's bow,
With length laid down she deckt the lonely place.
Proud grew the grass that under her did grow:
The trees spread out their arms to shade her face.
But she, on elbow lean'd, with sighs did show
No grass, no trees, nor yet her sparrow, might
To long-perplexed mind breed long delight.

She troubled was (alas that it mought be I)
With tedious brawlings of her parents dear,
Who would have her in will and word agree
To wed Antaxius, their neighbour near.
A herdman rich of much account was he,
In whom no ill did reign, nor good appear*
In sum, such one she liked not his desire,
Fain would be free, but dreadeth parcels' ire.